aboard her for the present only flier Turkish commander, Usuf-ben-
Hamet, and a score of his men a? a precaution. Whilst she was pre-
paring, he took Prospero with him aboard his own galleasse, where
Gianna, brought thither earlier in the day, waited without knowing for
what she waited, and little dreaming that it was for reunion with her
lover. Sinan was there, too, for the purpose of renewing his dis-
gruntled arguments. But Dragut was short with him* In twenty
words he told the eunuch Bow all was changed, and by the prospect
made an end of Sinan's discontent. He squealed loud praises of Allah
for this sign of favour to the True-Believers, and on that departed to
his galhy, understanding now why the slaves had earlier been with-
drawn from her.
And whilst Dragui had been offering that explanation to Sinan,
Prospero had as briefly conveyed to Gianna the sudden alteration in
their circumstances, and Gianna in her unutterable relief at news so
incredible and uplifting had not then stayed to ask him how this
miracle had been brought about.
Dragut had kept them to sup with him, and it was in the course of
this that she obtained her first glimpse of the price that Prospero was
paying for their sudden emancipation. They sat in his tabernacle,
waited upon by a couple of his Nubian slaves, whose ebony bodies
were clothed for the purpose in blue-girdled white caftans, each woolly
head covered by a blue and white kerchief held in place by a twisted
cord of camel-hair. Dragut, his mind bubbling with satisfaction at the
trick that was about to be played on Doria and admiration of him who
had invented it, was moved to speak of the glories of Islam and of the
honour that would await a man of Prosperous endowments in the
armies of the Faithful, in the service of the Sublime Portal He spoke
of Ochiali Pasha and other renegades who had risen high in the service
of the Sultan, and ventured the opinion that it must be impossible for
Prospero to return to the ranks of the Unbelievers, who trod the Path
to the Pit, after haying laboured for their defeat as he was now doing.
To Prospero this came as a daunting revelation of the real nature of
what he did. It was something that had gone unconsidered in the
singleness of his purpose. But even now he put consideration of it
aside.
"Not for their defeat, Dragut; nor even for your deliverance.*'
"But for what, then?"
"For what you pay me. For the price of my hire as >our con-
dottiero in this service.**
Dragut's fine eyes were momentarily saddened, then sconjful.
"The fruits aie thesame. But there! What is written i$ written.**
On Jhat he dismissed the subject, and gave his attention to the
stew of chicken dressed with eggs and olives in the silver dish which
was their common platter.
Later, after the Nubians had poured rose-water into silver bowls,
so that each of them might wash their fingers, Dragut escorted them to
the sloop that was to convey them aboard the Aswad. And here now,
alone with Prospero, in the descending dusk, Gianna sought and
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